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Author's Notes: 
Just something a little short and sappy | managed to get out. | don\'t really like the ending and | think N'I 


revise it a bit more in the future. Done for Trin, as usual. 


James peeked his head around the door and blinked into the semi darkness inside his and Lars' bedroom. Lars 
had closed the curtains even though it was only one in the afternoon, he'd been doing that a lot recently. 


"Baby." he whispered into the dim room, "You awake?" 


A grunt came from the general area of the bed. There was the sound of sheets moving, Lars was turning 
over probably. 


"Have you gotten up yet today?" 


Another grunt. James tried to stifle a sigh. Lars was depressed. He knew it, Lars knew it, they just couldn't 
seem to do anything about it. 


It was all this Napster shit, James had decided. All these people saying all this crap on the internet and on 
MTV, like Lars was the only person trying to protect their music! They didn't know, didn't understand how 
much courage it took to take such a public stand against people stealing the music they'd spend hours creating 
and how much the people wishing him dead and saying awful things hurt him. 


Well, James didn't know much about depression or psychology, or even about how to make people stop being 


jerks on the internet but he did know how to make his baby feel better. 
"Baby, you gotta listen to this...” 


James shuffled into the room, carrying his laptop in his arms. Lars groaned from under the sheets and tried 


to scoot away from James as his heavy form hit the mattress. 
"C'mon babe, you'll love it. It took me ages to find it" 


Lars reluctantly pulled the sheets off of his face. Couldn't James see he wanted to be left alone to his 
misery? Didn't he know everyone hated him? In fact, James was probably in on that trend too. Bastard! 


"What is it? Have | died? Is everyone celebrating?" 

"No! Don't be so morbid! | found a show of that comedian guy you like, the one in Vegas we couldn't get to this 
year because you were..sick," James smiled hopefully, glossing over the fact Lars had been too depressed to 
get out of bed that day. 

James double clicked on his media player and selected the file. The voice of the comedian Lars loved filled the 
room. James settled him more comfortably on the bed and lifted his arm so Lars could nestle by his side as 
they both listened. 

Soon Lars was giggling, James smiled along with him. His baby was happy again. The giggles turned into laughs 
soon enough and then into wild enthusiastic laughter. The hour of the show James had found online was over 
before they knew it. 

Lars gave one last breathless laugh and wiped at his eyes. He was feeling better, James had a way of lifting 
him out of the darkest spots so easily. He leant up and gave his big blonde dork of a boyfriend a kiss on the 
corner of his lips. 

"Thank you Jamie, | feel better now." 


James seemed very proud of himself, "I knew you'd like it, took me ages to find it onl-" 


James stopped himself, he probably shouldn't mention how he.. 


"Online?" Lars leapt onto James words like a fox on a particularly slow vole, "Where did you get it online?" 


James panicked and started to shut down the laptop, "Oh you know..a friend..saw the show, sent me the..you 


know...” 
"What kind of friend?" Lars was sitting up now, his arms folded and eyes narrowing into slits. 


"Is that the time?" James stood up and tucked the incriminating computer under his arm, "I really should get 


to the gym, my lats won't work themselves.” 

James made a run for the bedroom door. 

"James Alan Hetfield!" Lars was standing now, hands on small hips, "Did you download that file illegally?" 
James cringed, "You made it sound so sordid." 

"Tell me the truth, Hetfield, or so help me God, you're never getting into my pants again!" 

It doesn't count if it's not music!" James whined, making one last, in his mind at least, valid argument. 

Lars sighed and shook his head, "You know what this means." 

James groaned long and loud, "But you already have so much of it on taaaape, how much more do you need?" 


"| don't need it! And if you'd stop downloading music and..comedy shows illegally online | wouldn't have any! You 
only have yourself to blame here." 


"This is just getting old Lars," James tried his gruff voice now, trying to scare Lars out doing what he was 


going to do, "It's not even funny anymore!" 


"Oh, believe me, it's still funny!" Lars pulled a Dictaphone out of the bedside table and motioned James to sit on 
the bed again, "And we had a deal: you download music illegally, you do The Thing." 


Now it was James’ turn to cross his arms defiantly. He wouldn't do it! Not again! No more caving into Lars’ 


bullshit, even if he was depressed. Lars would just have to get his kicks somewhere else today! 
"C'mon James, you know you're going to do it eventually." 


James growled and closed his eyes. Just one more time, he'll hide his downloading habits a little better from 


now on though.. 


“Alright, alright! N-" 


"Into the tape please, Mr Hetfield," Lars wiggled the Dictaphone under James’ nose. 
Jarnes sighed, rubbed his eyes, and spoke softly into the tape machine: 

"Napster bad 

"DO THE VOICE PROPERLY" 


"NAPSTERRR BAAAAAAAAADII!" James shouted into the tape machine in the best approximation of that awful 


cartoon version of himself. 


Lars collapsed onto the bed in a fit of almost hysterical laughter. No matter how many times James did that, 
it never got old. James growled again, the little bastard! 


The larger man leant over Lars, pinning down his slim wrists to the mattress and growling into his face. 
"Oh, you're a really funny one aren't you..” 


Lars couldn't help himself, the Dictaphone was still in his hand. With a flick of the switch on the side of the 


machine he rewound the tape and played James words back into the air, collapsing into another fit of giggles. 


James leant down more and kissed the side of Lars’ neck, "| suppose you've forgotten the other half of our 


little deal." 


Lars let his laughter fade into a smile and shifted so James was more on top of him, his legs on either side of 


the larger man's hips, "How could | forget the best part of the deal?" 


"That every time you make me say that | get to do whatever | want to you.." James started kissing down 
Lars‘ chest, his hand sliding up the small arm and slipping the tape recorder out of Lars’ hand. 


"Mmm, yes..whatever you want." 


Lars' sex drive had been fairly inconstant over the past few months, he was always either too tired, too 
stressed or too down to want to do anything. James had missed his little Dane, missed being close to him, and 


decided to indulge a little since Lars was in the mood. 


He kissed down Lars' body, paying particular attention to the softness in Lars' belly, dipping his tongue into the 
little dip of the smaller man's belly button. James never got tired of the taste of Lars’ skin, the feel of it as 
he touched him everywhere. He knew Lars had become a little sensitive about his weight recently, it was 
getting harder for both of them to keep it off as they got older, but James loved Lars' new tummy, it was so 


soft and warm. 


Clothes came off quickly, Lars was only wearing his sleeping shorts as it was, and soon they were both naked, 


James resuming his position on top of Lars with his lover's slim legs on either side of his hips. James loved 
missionary position and the feeling of closeness it gave him to Lars, loved how he could watch every change on 
Lars' face as they made love. 

It wasn't exciting sex, wild sex, kinky sex or anything sex. It was Wednesday afternoon on a messy bed sex. 
James was gentle as he entered Lars, knowing they hadn't had sex in a while but become more enthusiastic 
when Lars began to buck up against him, small hands squeezing James’ forearms. 

Lars moaned out James’ name as he came, hugging James tightly as the larger man lay down on top of his 
body, coming himself with a shuddering groan. They lay together, James on top of Lars, for some time, Lars 
petting at James’ hair and murmuring nonsense. 

When James finally did move he rolled over to his side of the bed and let Lars snuggle close and put an arm 
of his chest. He kissed the top of Lars' head and put an around his shoulders, like they always did. This was 
their default after sex position 

Eventually Lars sat up and stretched, "What time is it?" 


"About 2 | think." James gave one of Lars‘ butt cheeks a little smack as the smaller man got up and began to 
search around the bed for his shorts. 


"Eh, I'd better get up then, got emails to write, people to call." Lars gave up on finding the shorts and just got 
up, heading for the bathroom. 


At the bathroom door Lars stopped and looked back at James, giving him a small smile. 
"Thank you Jamie..for cheering me up.." 
James smiled back and gave a wave of his hand to dismiss Lars’ words, "It's what I'm here for, babe." 


Lars looked down at his feet then, his eyes suddenly a little vulnerable, "I know, | just.l'm sorry | guess, for 
being like this..leHing it all get to me..everything t-that's been happening." 


His voice started to choke at the end of his words, James leapt up and pulled Lars into his arms once again. 


"Babe," he whispered, feeling a few hot tears hit his chest, "it's been a tough couple of months, okay. This will 
pass, you just can't dwell on this Napster shit." 


"I know, | know," Lars hiccoughed and rubbed his face against James' chest, burying himself against the 


strength there. 


"Hl always be here to cheer you up, sugar," James whispered into the top of Lars' head, "It's my job after all 


Lars gave a short bark of a laugh but continued to hold onto James, "I know, Jamie, | know. Do you promise?” 
"| promise. Forever." 
"Forever," Lars repeated. 


"Forever." 


